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4 lVIANUSCRIPTS
A Quarrel
David Dawson
THE ONLY sounds I could hear were the loud voices. They wereangry and banged against my ears in the darkness of the 1'00111.
I opened my eyes, but it was like I was still asleep. When I
closed my eyes, it was dark. When I opened my eyes, it was still
black. But the voices were still there with my eyes open or shut.
They would not go away. Mother and Daddy were shouting at one
another. I could not understand what they were saying, but their
voices sounded angry as if they were trying to hurt each other.
. I closed my eyes again. But I could not go back to sleep. I
still heard their voices. And I wanted to sleep, but I could not. I
pulled the pillow over my head and tried to shut out the sounds.
It was as if they were talking inside a big barrel far, far away. But
the pillow did not make any difference; I could still hear them. I
could also hear the sound of my own breath as I let it out through
my nose. It sounded rough and wheezy against the pillow. I could
hear my heart beat loud and clear there in the night. It bumped and
pounded loudly in my ears. I wondered how I could hear my heart
when it was so far down inside of me. The sheets began to feel
cold, then, all at once, they got hot, damp, and sticky. I was wet all
over, and my pajamas stuck to my legs and arms. They felt all
twisted around me.
I climbed out of bed slowly and carefully, and the floor was
damp and hard against my bare feet. I walked very slowly so I would
not make any noise. I went through the living room. Everything was
dark as I touched the cold wood of tables, the stiff brush of cloth
on chairs, and the hard, rough plaster of walls. And I went close
to the kitchen. The voices became louder and clearer as I went.
They seemed to grow more angry. The yellow light fell through the
open doorway on the dull grey of the floor. I slipped around the
edge of the door to see.
Mother and Daddy stood at the far end of the 1'00111 back of
the white wooden table and chairs. The light on the ceiling made
the white on the table very bright to my eyes. Daddy was standing
behind a chair, holding on to it. His face was all drawn and white
looking, and his black brows were drawn down in a knot. Mother
was beside him, her face in angry wrinkles. It was strange to see my
mother standing next to Daddy. For when he talked, she usually sat
in a chair and listened to him. This time she was facing him in
anger and had her fists clenched so tight that the knuckles looked
white.
They did not see me at first. Then Daddy turned on her. He
saw me in the doorway. He was quiet at first. Then his face went
tender and soft, and his eyes filled with tears. He said something
sharp to Mother, ancl she sat down in the chair with her face in her
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hands. Her whole body shook ancl trembled. Father came over to me.
r asked him what was wrong. I told him that they had woke me. r
asked him what was making them shout. He only tenderly placed
his hands on my shoulders, looked back at Mother, and leaned down
to me. He smelled of shaving lotion and tobacco. His face was
rough with whiskers like sandpaper when he kissed me. I-Ie whispered
softly in Illy ear about go to bed and everything will be all right in
the morning.
I went to bed. I went through the dark in the living room again
all by myself. The lights went off in the kitchen as I pulled the
covers up to my neck. Everything was quiet except for the little
crickets outside. Crickets make a strange noise with their hind legs,
especially in the dark. r lay a long time looking at the blackness and
listening to the crickets outside. I even pulled the cover over my head.
It was hot and stuffy inside my little cave, but I lay that way. I was
scared; and even though the sheets got sticky and damp, I lay there
until I fell asleep.
Frau Pion
Margaret Hiles
WHAT could be wrong? Every morning at exactly five o'c1?clcHan~ awakened his mas~er, the Herr Professor, by knocking
on hIS door and announcing that the tea was prepared. Every
morning his master answered immediately by saying he would have
a cup in exactly three minutes. This morning Hans knocked, an-
nounced, but no answer. Hans knocked again, announced again,
again no answer. He opened the door a crack and peeked in. There
was the Herr Professor, nightcap in place on his head, sleeping like
a baby.
Hans walked toward the bed and touched the Herr Pro Iessor
on the shoulder. The Herr Professor jumped, opened his eyes and
bounded out of bed.
"This is horrible, oh, this is terrible."
"Whatever is it, Herr Professor?"
"That I should sleep past my hour of arising. What a shame!
What a scandal !"
"But why, Herr Professor? I'll tell no one."
"Promise me, Hans, oh, I beg of you."
"Certainly, sir, but tell me, are you well ?"
"Poor me, Hans. What a night I've had. It must have been
something I ate."
"What did you eat, sir?"
"Nothing unusual, that is except the strawberries and cream."
"And what did you have for dinner, sir?"
"Delicious! I went to that restaurant right off Lime Tree
Avenue. I had pickled pigs feet and sauerkraut with beer."
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"And did you have your usual, then?"
"Oh, yes, before retiring, I had my prune JUICe. Yes, it must
have been the strawberries."
The Herr Professor got dressed and then sat down at the
breakfast table and Hans proceeded to pour his tea. Hans went to the
sideboard and picked up the afternoon mail which the Herr Professor
always read the following morning. Hans began tidying up the room.
"Humpf, a letter from my publisher again. I wish he'd- what's
this-What do I think of the new philosophical ideas of Mr. Loom?
How do they expect me-"
"Sir, I believe your publisher sent you Mr. Loom's book just
last-"
"Oh, yes, that. Well, now-"
The Herr Professor continued to read his mail and at the same
time inquired of Hans about his mother, Frau PIon.
"Oh sir, she's having a horrible time. It's her chickens now."
"Her chickens?"
"Yes, sir. You see, my mother has chickens with definite per-
sonalities, and you just can't tell these chickens that they have to
stay in a chicken coop. I tell you, sir, they'd laugh at you."
"Humpf !"
"Well, sir, they have been getting out. We have been finding
the gate open and they have been going over into our neighbor's yard
and mixing with his chickens. He doesn't like it a bit. Just the other
night Mother and this man nearly came to blows. This man said,
'The next time it happens that those chickens get over into my yard,
1 am going to keep them.' This didn't set too well with my mother.
She tells this man, 'Can't help it that the chickens get out, 'cause the
gate is open and out they go. Maybe you open the gate yourself?'
Well, the man didn't like this and he says, 'My dear Frau PIon, you
never saw me open your gate, so you're not sure that that is what
happens.' She says, 'The gate is left open, the chickens are out.
Therefore, that is what happens. There are some things, even if you
don't see them, that you just know happen.' Well, our neighbor
seemed a little confused, but he gave us back our chickens."
The Herr Professor finished his breakfast and prepared to leave
for the University. As he was putting on his grey overcoat and
taking his bamboo cane from the stand, he said, "Intelligent, a very
intelligent woman."
As was his custom, the Herr Professor was strolling along the
avenue in the shade of the lime trees. He was deep in thought and
seemed to be playing hop-scotch with his cane.
"Good afternoon, Herr Professor, and how are you this fine
day ?"
The Herr Professor wished that every person he met wouldn't
speak so friendly to him, but would let him continue with his thoughts.
Now he was forced to PqSS the time of day with this woman.
----
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"Ah, yes. Did you say you believed more in Descartes than
Plato? Well now, I'll have to give that some thought."
"I beg your pardon?" The woman looked at the Herr Professor,
shook her head and went on her way. He gave a quiet, impish laugh.
"That sends them away. Yes, indeed."
A little later he was brought up short by some of his colleagues
calling his name. He stopped and waited for them to catch up
with him.
"Herr Professor, we're so glad to see you. V"e have all been
curious as to your reaction to the new philosophy of Mr. Loom."
"Mr. Loom? Ah, yes, Mr. Loom. W el1~"
, I imagine his new book was rather startling, not so?"
"Oh, yes, rather startling."
"You have read it?"
"My soul, yes. I stayed awake all last night~"
"Ach, I was sure of it. The only thing that could interrupt your
schedule."
'Tell me, sir, do you believe in the cause?"
"The cause? The cause of what?"
"No, no. Mr. Loom's cause."
'Oh, yes, that. Naturally I believe in the cause."
"Zoots! He believes in the cause. Then, sir, how do I know?"
"How do you know? Know what? Oh, no, not that again.
Well, let me see, there are some things you just know."
"There are some things you just know? Revolutionary! And
that is cause?"
The Herr Professor straightened his shoulders and said,
"Naturally. Good day, gentlemen."
At exactly five o'clock Hans awakened his master, the Herr
Professor, by knocking on his door and announcing that the tea was
prepared. His master answered immediately by saying he would have
a cup in exactly three minutes.
The Herr Professor sat down at the breakfast table and Hans
proceeded to pour his tea. Hans then went to the sideboard and
picked up the mail and gave it to the Herr Professor.
"Humpf , a letter hom my publisher again. I wish they'd~
what's this? They say they have heard rumors of my revolutionary
ideas. My soul! I base knowledge on faith and exper-e-I never
said-e- 1-,--"
The Herr Professor continued to read and to sputter, and at the
same time inquired of Hans about his mother, Frau PIon.
"Ah, she's interested in what you're doing. She always inquires
about your work."
"An intelligent woman. Indeed, an intelligent woman. And
the chickens ?"
'\IVell, sir, more trouble. The chickens got out again last night.
Mother waited until it was dark, then she went over to fetch our
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chickens home. Sir, she was caught in the act. Our neighbor had a
gun and said to her, 'Frau Pion, you back off, make more space be-
tween yourself and the chickens.' Mother replied, 'Sir, the space
between me and those chickens is only in your mind. Anyway, those
aren't chickens, they only look like the chickens you would like to
see there.' Our neighbor got confused again while Mother star~ecl
collecting her chickens. The man finally saw that Mother was pulling
the wool over his eyes, pointed the gun at Mother and said, 'Lady,
I suppose both you and the chickens in your skirt are all in my mind.'
Mother allowed as how they were and started to leave, but she
shouldn't have said that because our neighbor said, 'Lady, I don't
know whether this gun is a gun or a stick, but whatever it is I'm
going to shoot it.' He proceeded to do just that. Mother started
yelping and running home. It was a dark night and she made it.
You know, sir, it took us an hour and a half to dig the buckshot
out of my mother's-well, my mother, but we got every chicken back
and something funny also. There were three more chickens who just
happened to jump into my mother's skirt."
The Herr Professor finished his breakfast and prepared to leave
for the University. As he was putting on his grey overcoat and taking
his bamboo cane from the stand, he said, "Intelligent, a very intelligent
woman."
"Bertha, here comes the Herr Professor now. Let's ask him."
"Sir? Sir?"
The Herr Professor was walking along, his head down, his
grey overcoat flapping and his bamboo stick over his shoulder.
'Ah, yes, you say Pascal and-"
"Sir, we wanted to ask you something."
"Pascal and-"
"Sir, please, just one thing."
The Herr Pro Iessor sighed, "Yes, what is it?"
"The oysters-should one buy oysters in May ?"
"Pardon ?"
"Well, you seem to know everything and I just thought- You
see, W 01 fgang so likes oysters and he has been-"
"My soul! If Wolfgang likes oysters, then, by all means, buy
oysters."
"Oh, thank you, sir, such excellent advise."
The housewives hurried away, and two Iriends of the Hen:
Professors hailed him.
"Greetings! How goes your work?"
. The Herr Professor shook his head sadly, "If I just had more
tIme,,, perhaps I could get more accomplished."
Really? Tell us, can you say any more about the fact that I
know-"
"Not a thing. I've said too much already."
"Not so, Herr Professor, you are a distinguished and learned
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gentleman and everyone is interested in your novel ideas."
The Herr Professor straightened his shoulders and assumed he
was assuming a scholarly look. "I can say only this much today.
There are two kinds of things-things as we see them and things as
they really are."
One friend pleaded, "Herr Professor, you can't leave us there,
pondering that statement."
"On the contrary, this is where I must leave you." The Herr
Professor saluted with his stick, turned and walked of f down the
street with the lime trees.
At exactly five o'clock Hans awakened his master, the Herr
Professor, by knocking on his door and announcing that the tea was
prepared. His master answered immediately by saying he would
have a cup in exactly three minutes.
The Hcr r Professor sat clown at the breakfast table and Hans
proceeded to pour tea. Hans then went to the sideboard and picked up
the mail and gave it to the Herr Professor.
"Humpf , my publisher asks advice on innoculation for smallpox,
on the minting of more money, and on the advisability of our attacking
our neighboring country under the sign of Cancer. My soul, how
should I know?"
The Herr Professor continued to read his mail and at the same
time inquired of Hans about his mother, Frau Pion, and her chickens.
"Sir, before I tell you that, I have a message from my mother.
She would like a copy of your book when it is ready. She pines for It.
She wishes to put it on the memento table between her dried wedding
flowers and a lock of her dead mother's hair, rest her soul."
"Dead mother's hair? My book between dead-e-ach, yes, I shall
be happy to oblige. And the chickens ?"
"Well, Mother couldn't walk right yesterday, but this morning
she was getting over it. Our neighbor came over and said, 'I should
like to know how some of my chickens srct in your yard.' My mother
said, 'I should know? Maybe your g:te was left open.' The man
said, 'That isn't right and you know it.' Mother said, 'I know what
we should do, we should practice the Golden Rule and forget each
other's chickens.' Our neighbor agreed. Sir, I should like to ask-
tomorrow my mother is marrying our neighbor-could I possibly-"
"Certainly-certainly-take an hour off."
The Herr Professor finished his breakfast and prepared to leave
for the University. As he was putting on his grey overcoat and
taking his bamboo cane from the stand, he said, "Intelligent, a very
intelligent woman."
"Ach, good, here comes the Herr Professor. I can set my clock.
Exactly three-thirty."
The Herr Professor went hurrying down the street, head down
against the rain. Two of his colleagues were scurrying with him.
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"I say, sir, do you have any more to tell us about your theory
of knowledge?"
"Not a thing. As a matter of fact I've now gone a little astray.
Mind you, just a little."
"You don't say, sir."
"But I just said."
They hurried along.
"What are you working with now, if I might ask?"
"Right and wrong."
"No !"
"I'm working on what I shall call my Absolute Mandate."
"Can you tell us more?"
"I'm not sure. Only this I guess. The things you know because
you know them. Well, everybody knows them. See? Universal.
So, one should act the way he'd want everyone else to act. But you
know this already. More work's needed here. That's all. Good day,
gentlemen."
"That man. I-Ie's brilliant."
"So deep-thinking."
At exactly five o'clock Hans awakened his master, the Herr
Professor, by knocking on his door and announcing that the tea was
prepared. His master answered immediately by saying he would
have a cup in exactly three minutes.
The Herr Professor sat down at the breakfast table and Hans
proceeded to pour his tea. Hans then went to the sideboard and
picked up the mail and gave it to the Herr Professor.
"Humph, now they want another book, because the last one sold
so well." The Herr Professor read his mail and at the same time
inquired of Hans about his mother, Frau PIon.
Hans replied, "She's fine, sir. I have a note for the Herr
Professor thanking him for the book."
Hans took from his pocket a soiled envelope and handed it to
him. He opened it and read:
"My Esteemed Herr Professor:
It pleases me to see that thoretical philosophy is rooted
in good common sense.
It will not be my chickens next time, but Iishworms.
Regards,
Frau PIon"
"Humpf, an intelligent woman. Indeed, an intelligent woman."
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Actions Speak Louder
Anna C. Monahan"wno did this?" came e.xplosively fr0111the l~edrool11.
And from the lIvl11g room, out of sight around the
comer, piped the answer, "I did it, Mommy. What did
I do?"
Usually he had, too, whatever it was. When the television acted
up, he had "poured water down the little holes in the back, cause that's
how Mommy fixes her iron." FIe dragged his grandmother's freshly
washed, still wet clothes across the basement floor and up the steps
so he could drop them down the clothes chute "to see how it worked."
If his own room was too warm for comfort, he turned off the
furnace and the rest 0 f the family were chilled through. He ?is-
covered how to build a ladder by pulling out the drawers, each a little
farther than the one above, in the cabinets and chests, and no spot
in the house was inaccessible. FIe knew how to operate the dishwasher,
the garbage disposal, and the washing machine, and how to fix the
temperamental clothes dryer-"You have to kick it, right there."
They couldn't teach him how to fight, but he could run faster
than any other little boy in the neighborhood. It seemed to his mother
that she could look out the window almost any hour of the day and
see Chris, his skinny little legs working like pistons, with a pursuer
just an arm's length away. Exasperated, she talked to him about
standing up for his rights and taking his own part; his dad tried to
teach him to box. His reasoning was always the same.
"I can't hit him. He's my friend!" .
There was one exception to this rule. Although Sharon, his
younger sister, was a husky little tomboy and a match for any child
in the neighborhood, let any hand, no matter what its size, be raised
against her, and Chris materialized like magic. "Let her alone! She's
my sister!"
0,1 Lady Kratch
Mary Johnson
No! SHE ain't no sixty years old. She's only forty. I don't carewho told it. People talk bad a~out her I~O,",:; they forget how
good she was. After her dad died, she chdn t have to keep the
Cabinet Works going. She'd been away to school all her life, remem-
ber. She didn't have no ties here in Kratchville. But she stayed just
the same. If she'd sold out, everybody here woulda had to go to
Daleville for work cause the Kratch Cabinet Works is all we got.
She raised wages and give vacations-that's something 01' Man
Kratch would never a done. And that ain't all she clone neither.
She put lots of kids from this town through college ancl, if you'll
remember, Elinor Jenkins was one of 'em.
---___.-/
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Miss Kratch shoulda married; then none a this woulda happened.
But who could she a married here? The young people leaves as soon
as they're out a school and everybody else is already married. Oh,
there's some strays, but hardly nobody's got the nerve to ask her.
No! She ain't no snob. But it's like she's dif ferent from us. I cook
and clean for her and she's always gotta have flowers on the table
even if it's just sardines and she's always gotta have butter plates and
things like that. She's' got so much more education than any a us
that, I guess, we think we bore her.
One time Sonny Trinkle took her to the roller derby over at
Daleville. I-Ie told all over town that all she wanted to do was neck.
But that's how Sonny is-full of wind. Now people thinks back to
what Sonny said and say it musta been true. They say she was on
the make for Garson Tarpley the minute she saw him, but it ain't so.
Tarpley had only been in town a couple a clays when he come out to
Miss Kratch's with his shoe catalogue. I-Ie was fine to look at, but
his clothes! vVe almost couldn't hear him for the suit he was a
wearin'. (No! There ain't no such think as a talkiri' suit-I mean
his clothes was loud. I just waste jokes on you.) Well, anyway,
Miss Kratch invited him in and had me bring him some lemonade
and she ordered two pair of shoes from him for me. He couldn't
get her to buy none cause she gets hers special from New York.
She was just considerate to him like she is with everybody. The
next thing we knowed, Tarpley was seen at the drive-in with Elinor
Jenkins. Her dad is Moss Jenkins, foreman at the factory.
They weren't a bit secretive about it; they was seen everwhere
between here and Daleville durin the next two weeks. Nobody liked
it; least of all Miss Kratch. Well, she had reason! She was payin
for Elinor's school over at Daleville and Elinor had another year to
go. Now, Miss Kratch didn't make Elinor break her engagement
like they're tellin. I served em coffee on the porch and I heard.
Miss Kratch just told Elinor what travelin salesmen are like and
how she had heard he hac! taken up with another girl over at Daleville
and how he'd probably just leave her when he went to another town.
Elinor got mad right away and said it was a lie and that she and
Garson was goin to be married. Miss Kratch asked Elinor what she
was goin to do about school and Elinor says flat as a pancake,
"Ouit !"
"You'd better wait until you've graduated, Elinor."
Elinor screamed she was sick of bein raised by Miss Kratch and
told her father he was afraid to stand up to Miss Kratch cause she'd
fire him and then she ran off cryin. Miss Kratch just told the
Jenkins that it was their responsibility not to let Elinor make a
mistake like this. She was just offerin advice. She even paid Elinor's
way out west that summer to help her forget Tarpley.
Tarpley was still in town and one night he got drunk and stood
{)11 Miss Kratch's steps and screamed at her for bustin up his play-
house. The marshal took him away for disturbin the peace, but they
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had to let him go the next mornin cause Miss Kratch wouldn't press
charges.
Everybody thought that was all of Garson Tarpley and then one
afternoon he come up the walk and said he wanted to apologize to
Miss Kratch. He had a big bunch of roses in his hands, but I wouldn't
a let him in if Miss Kratch hadn't a come out and said it was O.K.
He stayed with her all afternoon and the next and he always brung
her something-candy, flowers, perfume-smelled like Blue Waltz
to me. It was pretty clear to me that she was stuck on him; she acted
like a teenager-giggling at nothing and talkin all the time. Then she
started buyin him things. I wrapped a cigarette case for her. Heaven
knowns what else she bought that man. One mornin she drove home
in one of them little red convertible cars. He come that afternoon
and when he left, he took the car and Miss Kratch had an engagement
ring. I guess she bubbled around all that day gettin things ready for
her dinner party the next evenin. She told me it when I got there
to clean the next mornin and I guess I was the only one who knew
till that night.
"Garson wants to keep it a secret and then tell everyone tonight."
She didn't know whether to invite Elinor or not. The mailman
came around that rnornin and told us that Elinor had got in on the
8:03 last night. She stewed a long time and finally decided not to
invite Elinor. The dinner came off fine and people was shocked, but
pleased that Miss Kratch was gettin married.
I was there early the next mornin to clean up the mess. Miss
Kratch was off on a errand when I got there. She 'come back lookin
all caved in. I got her to lie down but I couldn't make her tell me
what was wrong. The mailman came by and told us that Elinor
Jenkins had never gotten home from the movies last night and that
everbody was out searchin for her. Miss Kratch rnusta knowed about
it cause she just nodded while he was talkin. Then she took a big
breath and told me to call the marshal. She wouldn't tell me why.
When he got there, her eyes was all red and she looked awful bad,
but she got it out.
"I've been trying to reach Garson all morning, but his phone
didn't answer. A while ago I drove over to his apartment and the
landlady said he came home about two last night, got his clothes and
his catalogue and left in a convertible. She thinks there was a girl
with him .... "
So that's why they call her 01' Lady Kratch now. Poor woman
just seemed to wither and shrivel after Tarpley left. I guess he was
her first and only chance. People say she tried to get her hooks into
Tarpley from the start and that she broke up Elinor's romance to
get at him and I don't know what all. I don't think she cares what
they say cause she don't go out to the factory anymore and she
don't dress up and she don't care about the butter plates even.
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Old Man in the Sun
Cleo Sumner
HE SAT ther~, the sun pl~yinfi on his old body making his bloodwarm as It once was m hIS youth. As he watched the lambsplay, the years slipped away from him, and he was once again
a young man tending his father's flock in the hills of the old country.
I-Ie remembered the cave where the sheep gathered for shelter, and
the swift, cold, brilliant waters from the melting snows flowing past
the mouth of the cave.
How wise he had been, he thought, {or buying that lanel. His
father would be quarreling yet over the rights to the cave if he had
not bought it. He remembered the field in which he had approached
the neighbor. "How much do you want for the land and cave?" he
hac! asked.
"Two hundred drachmas," the neighbor replied, knowing full
well he was asking too much.
"Here," he said, and to the startled man he counted out the
money. They shook hands and walked away. Now there would be no
more quarreling.
He remembered scurrying home over the rocks and ledges to tell
his father he had bought the land.
"How much?" his father had asked.
"Two hundred drachmas," he bad answered.
"You fool!" his father had shouted. "It's not worth half that.
He fooled you."
"But now it's your land and you won't have to quarrel over it
any more," he had replied. How pleased he had been at his wisdom
when two weeks later his father refused to sell the land for four
hundred drachmas.
The old sheep were grazing nearby now. He rubbed the wrinkled
skin on his browned hand to increase the flow of blood. The young
lambs were running and jumping with all four legs in the air. First,
one would jump on the dead old oak tree, then the other would follow.
How like his children they were, he thought, when they were little,
playing at his feet. He used to watch them with half-closed eyes,
pretending to be asleep. "Baa," one of them would cry when he was
hurt or pushed. "Baa," and their mother would come running to them
to succor the hurt.
"How pretty she was," he mused. "How pretty and how shy.
And now she's gone, and I'm waiting to go too." With a sharp pang,
the present focused itself on him. He had worked hard and become
successful in this new land, and he had watched his children grow
and marry and their children, and now he was ready for rest. Like
the old oak yonder, which spent its life giving shelter until its rotted
trunk was felled by the winds, his body too was decaying and crying
for its own. His time was upon him, and he awaited the wind.
MANUSCRIPTS
AMOR VINCIT OMNIA*
Tell. me that his love does not run in cycles
Like the planets whirling each about the sun;
Today if he is lord and I disciple
When claystar breaks, our bond shall be undone.
To him I give my life, my love, my reason,
But like the regularity of years
The time will come when I am not in season
Despite the loving fullness of my tears.
For once the circle starts it stops not easy,
And when it has fulfilled its circuit round
It turns again without a thought about me
And drops my shattered heart upon the ground.
Though love may have the power to win o'er strife
It cannot break the cycle of his life.
-KAREN PELZ
SECOND LOVE
The love which neither clings nor binds nor bothers
The loved one by its all-unfailing strength
Is love which brings but joy unto all others
Who understand its depth and know its length.
For I have known a love that but possesses,
And for a while I know that love returned;
Yet lacked there in the kiss and sweet caresses
The strong, unfaltering light which should have burned.
The love I feel for you lacks no emotion,
Nor is it weakened by this knowledge true;
For if the wheels of love remain in motion
They must be moved by no one else but you.
But now I know the love that lives the best
Inspires the heart-but leaves the mind at rest.
-KAREN PELZ
* First place, poetry division, University Writing Contest, 1962.
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The Quest
Sharon Sperry
"Al'HILOSOPHER should, above all men, know truth," argued
the 01ild.
"But it can be seen from what Emerson says that even
the philosophers can be wrong and, therefore, should not be regarded
as all-knowing," replied the Void.
"But how, then, is truth to be discovered about important
matters ?"
"What truth are you seeking?"
"Does Man desire to be deceived ?"
"For such a question you are unprepared. You cannot expect
to know the truth."
"I have a mind. I can find it, if you direct me."
"There is no other way for you to discover truth except through
yoursel f."
The Child cried out, for he felt the Void disappearing.
"But I don't know! I don't understand !"
The cry hung as an echo in the space about and mocked the
Child, standing alone. Cornpanionless, the Child stumbled in the
midst of familiar objects, yet in darkness. Suddenly a mirror flashed
out. The Child paused to look and saw a reflection. Part for part
was reproduced faithfully, but he could see no answer. The parts
were silent and unmoving. The image told nothing of falsehood or of
truth. An hour, two hours passed and the Child neither gained nor
forfeited, except to lose time. Being young, the Child soon wearied
of the trial and, giving up the search, turned from the mirror to face
the world. Life called and the capricious Child answered.
Naivety slept on his shoulder until he met a man who awakened
the specter. Naivety flew away, and youth and wonder escaped with
it, leaving the Child half grown, although more desperately alone
than before. In an effort to end the solitude the Child sought men,
but he found more than the end to grief. In men he saw the reflection
he had pursued before. Revelation pierced his sight, and the Child
saw part for his part, action for his action. He perceived some truth
of himself. Remembering that self-discovery was an introduction to
truth, the Child renewed the quest and sought the answer to his
question in men.
He saw them crowded in huge mobs. They upheld kings and
dictators and learned to blind themselves to truth on command.
They overthrew the tyrant in home and government and exalted new
terrors to enslave again. They mouthed goodness but practiced evil.
By pretending to see evil as goodness, they lost the truth and goodness
became evil. They ran in fear of their own creation, but, unwilling
to run to truth, they glorified half-gods to stay their pounding hearts.
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They sought only that which they desired, casting away that which
was distasteful with no regard for truth. Occasionally, one of their
number would break away to seek truth. Hysterically, the mob
threatened and thundered against him, preserving even to death their
half-gods of evil. Tortured and misunderstood, the One held out
feebly, for his progress was halted by each attack. This the Child
saw, and, seeing it, the Child knew at once a truth of himself.
In himself, the Child recognized the search for truth of the
One and the fear born of ignorance of the mob. He realized the
quest that spurred the One and felt the promised meaning it held
for his discovery. He saw that, as did the mob, he, too, longed for
protection, for hiding, for security that would keep away the horror
he feared in the truth. And the fear was the greater of the two. For
this reason he marveled that the One could face truth despite fear.
Instantly, without the Void, the Child saw the way. It was to
subordinate the fear, to clare the insecurity that lay waiting, and to
reach for the truth unflinchingly. The Child saw that it was difficult
and understood the inability of many to brave the struggle. However,
the Child, with the aspiration of youth, determined to seek truth in
spite of fear and the mob and called no more to the Void. The Void
listened no more for a cry and sought not to help.
The Character of Failure
Claude Pierce, Jr.
WIlEN a man _encounters t1~at:-Ipse.,ttinge:'Cperience called~ailure,he automatically enters It 111 the deficit column of hIS per-sonality ledger. lVIy deficit column is long. but its length has
never worried me. I find that failure is a cleverly disguised blessing,
anel my appreciation of it has sharpened. Failure is a form of
progress which may mean that I am progressing only from one de-
feat to the next. An example is the trial and error method, in which
each failure can eliminate an error. Failures then become milestones
on the path of progress, because each one marks the place where an
attempt has ben made to overcome a problem. Failure is my in-
structor, even though it may tell me what I can not do. It has also
taught me lessons in patience, character, and stable personality. I
must be patient in order to try again; patience develops character,
and character is the cornerstone of personality. IVIy failings have
helped to build my character because I have developed the ability to
take advantage of them. I believe this is my dominant characteristic,
anc! therefore I must consider my failures as achievements. The
true value of an achievement can be determined by comparing it with
another, but how can I estimate the value of success unless I use
failure as a yardstick?
..
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Affinity
Harry Yankuner
ON TIlE load.il.1gdock sits a. small woman, bundled against thecold, her ruddy face swelling as she slowly takes a drag on acigarette. Her hoarse voice seems in harmony with her ap-
pearance, and her hand movements reveal a gold-colored ring on her
middle finger. When she laughs, her face wrinkles, her eyes seem
to disappear, and her broad smile shows but two teeth. Below her
in the alley stands her companion, whose speech is impaired by a
cleft palate. The women's laughs are gay as they share a candy
bar and talk of mending a dress. Off to the side stands an elderly
night watchman, bis hands stuHed into the large slanted pockets
of his unbuttoned navy blue pea jacket. Farther back on the clock is
another man dressed in a faded sweatshirt, a pair of baggy pants,
and a torn leather cap. He runs his fingers through the coins in the
pocket of a blue and white apron with "NEvVS" printed on it. Out
of a s111a11'00111at the end of the dock floats the aroma of freshly
brewed coHee.
The walls of the room are lined with stacks of newspapers that
reach to the ceiling. Behind a wire partition at the end of the room
is a small office for the distribution of papers. Around the mom
people are sitting on low stacks of papers and rough wooden benches.
In a corner sits a woman rolling a cigarette. A short stocky man is
standing by a water fountain, stuffing something into his already
bulging pockets. The room is close, heavy with stale tobacco smoke.
A guffaw rings through the alley and the sound of shuffling
feet approaches the room. A man, obviously fuddled with drink,
stumbles down the stairs. Familiar with the man, the people continue
their light talk. Unable to gain the others' attention, the drunken
man, cursing, leaves the room. The woman who has been sitting on
the dock outside comes in and the men greet her with "G'd evenin'
Mrs. N EvVS" (clearly she has been here a long time). Her bright
cheery face adds warmth to the atmosphere, and for a while the men
tease her with offers of marriage. The papers are late and anxiety
sets in, giving the atmosphere a sudden quietness. Then a strident
voice pierces the silence, "Get out here, you tramps-here they come !"
As the papers come sliding clown the chutes, the alley comes
alive with activity. Men grab their carts and push forward to be
first in getting their papers. A man hurries out of the room with
a hot cup of coffee in his hand and a pigeon feather stuck in his
hatband. The papers are handed down and put into the carts. A
truck picks up several riders and their papers to be dropped off at
distant places in the city. Quickly the people leave for their assigned
corners.
"Mrs. NEWS" is already on the corner with her wagon of
papers. Across the park the neon flashing lights illuminate the night.
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Cars racrng clown the streets, mufflers loud, gears whining. A car
pulls up and the window opens fOT a paper. It is quiet again, and
the only sound is the hoarse voice shouting, "Pay puh."
Above the Lake
Jenny Ellis
THE RISING sun casts a shadow of the mountain onto the Sl.lrfaceof the small Austrian Lake, Schwartzee. Miniature woodlandflowers, varying from shades of white to deep purple, spring
back up and make anonymous the footprints following me on the
flower-clad lowland. The sun is now rising above the horizon; and
with the advent of dawn, the rams and sheep appear. Over the
rippling waves of the lake I hear the distant bleat of a mountain goat.
The crisp, clear mountain air draws all my worries from me. As I
slowly ascend the mountain, I can see the ominous thunderhead.
The fallen timber strewn across the path creaks and groans under-
foot, as I imagine it must have clone when the thunderstorm struck.
The icy rivulets quench my constant thirst, and the rhythmic water-
falls, trickling gently over the embedded moss, relax my taut nerves.
Higher up on the the mountain, smoke of the alpine cottages ----
rises gently to mingle with the ever-increasing haze of the late
afternoon. One of the cottages' stone walls intercepts my path. Here,
after stopping to check my boots, J view the magnificent white peak
towering above me. A. native once attempted reaching the peak of
Mount Bernine in this same region, but lost his direction in a dense
fog. He gave up in despair, but I never will. Thick snow now
covers the expanse which lies before me; and from the snow slope
on which I stand, the sheep appear as toy animals grazing on a child's
green blanket. Suddenly, a deep rumbling echoes across the valley.
My tension and fear grow together. My heart beats faster as I
recognize the distinct thunder of an avalanche. A mass of billowing
froth rises in slow motion. Endless seconds pass, and cascading snow
and ice flow like white taffy from beneath the froth, gaining
momentum every second. I will conquer it-this magnificent force
of the heights. I will reach the peak.
The struggle is taking its toll of my energy and determination.
I am weakening. The avalanche appears to be stopping, but ever
so slowly. Suddenly the surging is upon me. I feel my feet slipping-
then the sensation of cold ice cuts against my body. With every
ounce of my seemingly waning strength, I quickly try to grasp for a
friendly branch, but a paralyzing helplessness seizes me. The struggle
is over. I have achieved nothing.
As I gain consciousness, I am weary with disappointment. How-
ever, I see that something else has become lighter. In the east ap-
proaches the dawning of a new day. With the birth of this day will
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come a fresh start. One of these days will find me standing proudly
atop that mountain, the highly cherished prize and goal of an intense
desire.
A Letter to Humanity
Dyann Robinson
IIIA yE a th~ory ab?l1t the Eichman trial. To me the man AdolphEIchman IS not Just a man any more, but a symbol. He repre-sents mankind. Yet you exhibit much weeping and gnashing of
teeth concerning his gross and atrocious crimes against the human
race. Oh, you hypocrite! Do you not realize that in pointing your
accusing finger at Eichman you point at your mirrored image? The
man is your offspring, the child whom your follies have nourished
and encouraged since the beginning of human society. Eichman is
the finished product, and you disown him? Anything he has done
you can attribute to yourself; he has worked with the tools of false
principles and warped concepts of what is right and wrong which you
have designed and made available.
It was you who gave him the alibi that should, according to
your own laws, set him free. Eichman claims that he was a sub-
ordinate officer, and that his activities as the S.S. Colonel, Chief
of the Gestapo, and head of Jewish Affairs were a direct result of his
execution of orders issued by his superior' command and his govern-
ment. If this is true, and such proof has been offered, we cannot
hold him personally responsible for all the crimes he has allegedly
committed. Mankind has traditionally accepted anything done under
the auspice of duty as justifiable, particularly duty to one's govern-
ment. Personal satisfaction in carrying out that duty does not alter
the fact that the man is protected as guaranteed by his adherence
to that duty. To deny this would be to accuse every soldier who ever
to?l~ up arms of being a murderer. If duty were not the almighty
alibi, what could we say in defense of the American who pressed
the button that released the atomic bomb on Hiroshima in the Second
World War?
You ask, "Since Eichman was doing his duty in compliance with
the will of his government, should not blame for these dispicable
deeds be placed on that government?" The deeds were undeniably
infamous, but what pre-established law forbade the Nazi regime its
action? The seemingly logical answer would be adherence to the
universal and fundamental moral law of all mankind, but for
centuries the moral code, if any, which binds each individual has had
no effect at all on the individual en masse, the government. It is as if
nations and empires have been and are being run with free abandon,
with no regard for any higher law than themselves. The unpunished
crimes committed by governments fill and overflow the turbulent
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pages of history. Examine as excellent examples the deeds of
violation of human rights done by the great Roman Empire and, in
more modem history, the British Empire. These crimes go un-
punished because you, Humanity, have failed to realize that govern-
ments are humanity, whether in the form of a dictatorship, a monarchy,
a democrary, or any other. You regard them as impersonal repre-
sentatives of the masses and, in this manner, justify all that they do
as necessary and consequently excusable. \I\,Tar is an example of this.
It could be candidly defined as an activity engaged in by man and his
governmental bodies, usually involving the murder of one or more
human beings by others, as the necessary means to an end. You see,
you, in the form of governments, have given unique connotations
to the phrase "human rights," and to the words "morals" and "prin-
ciples." The Nazi dictatorship, therefore, was no exceptional violator
of any rule; it simply carried out tradition with more preciseness
than usual.
It is you, Humanity, who have allowed this world to become
corrupt and who have justified that corruption. Every concept of
human decency has been gradually twisted and mutilated until right
and wrong no longer have meaning-until the only way a right can
be achieved is to commit a wrong. This is how much of a maze you
are in. Eichman is not primarily a cause of this situaton; he is a]
direct result. The guilt of his deeds rests on your shoulders,
Humanity, and the legacy of that guilt rests on the shoulders of your
posterity.
Of course you will find Eichman guilty as charged of crimes
against the human race because he is your scapegoat; he is the means
by which you will, to all appearances, escape facing yourself for the
time being. The whole Eichman episode will not have been a total
loss, however, for it brings to light an interesting point-fate seems
to have a way of punishing. It has punished nations and cruel rulers
and leaders in the past by allowing them either to destroy themselves
or to create their own punishment. Perhaps history is again repeating
itself. Ironically enough, Humanity, you are the master criminal, and
Eichman, your own masterpiece, has become the most fitting punish-
ment for your crimes.
A PROMISE BROKEN
A broken promise is like a fragment of colored glass that sparkles
worthlessly in your fingers;
It is a beautiful remnant that bites unexpectedly into your hand
and causes the blood to mingle on its tear-magnified surface,
But soon the tear is retrieved, the glass, misplaced;
Only the scar is yet visible to the mind's eye.
-SUSIE PUETT
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Horror
James G. Campbell
TIlE MORNING shift is just coming to. work. ~rhe ele:,ator is ri~ingfrom the bottom of the mine. It IS a typical spnng mornmg :the sky is a cloudless blue; the grass is getting high enough so
that in a few days it will receive its first mowing; the birds have just
completed their annual return flieht and are now busy getting food
and building materials for their ~ests in expectation of their young
ones. The air is warm, and the beautiful weather is the main topic
of conversation. Everything takes place according to the daily
schedule; the night shi ft then descends down into the cold sun-less
atmosphere of a coal mine. On a day like this, it is difficult to
comprehend that at any moment the tranquility of the settlement will
be. turned into complete chaos. In the small town tl_lat surrounds the
mine, the mothers are just settling down for their second cup of
coffee after getting their husbands and children off to their appointed
places, The manager of the general store is just sweeping off the
SIdewalk in front before the day's trading begins. Suddenly, the
entire community is filled with utter despair ; many of the citizens
fall to their knees in prayer. This change in the settlement is brought
about by the horn and siren atop the elevator tower at the nune,
This signal can mean only one thing to the residents-fire and an
explosion in the depths of the mine. The women run frantically into
the streets, not knowing which direction to go after they are out.
They finally begin making their long trudge to the area beneath the
tower of the horn and siren.
Black smoke is still stiring from the elevator shaft and ventila-
tion openings as the searchers and possible rescuers begin their
descent with air tanks strapped to their backs and lights fixed in their
hands. Now there is nothing left to do except wait and pray and
wait some more. Many of the older citizens recall the last time they
heard this dreaded signal, and that time thirty-five love~ ones were
brought from the darkness never to breathe or love agam. Shortly
after the blast, the state patrolmen begin arriving with their sirens
penetrating the once-serene morning air. Newspapermen and photog-
raphers are on the scene interviewing and taking pictures of the
miners' families. Finally, after two hours of anxious waiting, the
crowd once again becomes tense as they press against the barricades
to get a glimpse of the first victims that are being brought up. After
learning of the fate of their loved ones, some cry, some just stare out
into space. Others react violently and are given a sedative by an
attending psysician. In some instances, there are reunions such as
there have never been before. One woman presses especially close
to the ropes because she recognizes her husband's checkered shirt
on the arm hanging over the side of a stretcher. Her two small
children have been unable to understand why their mother has been
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crying ever since the devastating alarm went off. She clutches the
two small ones in her arms and makes her way through the crowd
while trying to make the stretcher attendants hear her trembling voice.
Finally, she reaches the stretcher and the children realize what
all of the evcitement is about. They recognize their father lying on
the' stretcher; his face is completely covered with soot and grime;
his eyebrows and the front of his hair are singed clown to mere
stubbles. Both of his legs are tied to the stretcher because at the
time of the explosion one of the supporting timbers fell across the
lower part of his body. His wife nearly collapses when she first
sees his injured body, but she soon regains her old strength plus
some additional strength when she is told that he is only slightly
injured. In other cases the victims have not been as lucky, and some
bodies are brought up covered with a sheet or a blanket. Old women
and recent brides learn at the same time of their loved one's future.
Some find out fairly soon while others have to wait until the rescuers
have made several trips. The majority of the families have happy
reunions. Of the eighty-seven men in the mine at the time of the
blast, only five will not return the following morning to once again
descend into the depths.
The Handiwork of Age
Rita Anweiler
CAREFULLY opening the rickety drawer of an old mahoganydresser, I notice a small, yellowish Bible atop a cluttered stackof musty papers. The Bible's battered cover, cracked by the
hands of time, resembles an aged man's face upon which are embedded
deep lines. Each zigzag wrinkle etched upon this gilded cover is
intricately interwoven into a myriad of delicate patterns. Along the
frayed edges, unravellecl threads suspencl helplessly like the silky hairs
of a spider's cobweb swaying gently in the breeze. The Bible's warped
back reveals a binding that has become threadbare and timeworn
from constant use, as the land becomes eroded fr0111the constant
tortures of the weather. At the bottom of this cover a tiny, plain
cross, chained to a rusty zipper, no longer pulls the zipper shut.
Inside the Bible a bulk of yellow, wrinkled paper replaces the
once smooth, white pages. This faded background, like a dim light,
obscures the bold-faced print upon the pages but accentuates the
numerous passages underscored in red. Brief notes, once painstak-
ingly jotted along narrow margins, are now blurred as if smudged
by the fingers of time. The remaining withered pages reveal crumpled
corners and nicked edges like the jagged outline of a rocky cliff.
Thus, time displays her handiwork, leaving only the inscription
"Holy Bible" distinctly engraved in gold letters on the outside flap.
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Civil Disillusionment
Barbara Taylor"I CAST my vote, perchance, as I think right: but I am not vitally
concerned that right should prevail. I am willing to leave it
to the majority."
There was a time, prior to my coming of legal age, when I was
vitally concerned that right should prevail; I was willing to leave it
to the majority if, and only if, the majority agreed with my conception
of right. I knew that, when I became old enough to cast my vote,
it would count. It would be important. It would be a ballot cast for
the right.
With youth's expectancy, I waited for my first presidential
election, not idly or passively, but industriously and actively. I was
a block captain, an active participant in the future of this great
country! On me fell the myriad routine duties: telephone calls,
personal calls, card addressing, house-to-house canvassing, and all
the consuming tasks too unimportant to be performed by those under
whom I worked. Nevertheless, I had to start my political life some-
where, and I was content to be simply a small part of a vast, "right"
___/ organization. At neighborhood meetings, I listened to inspiring
speeches, and absorbed further instructions for intensifying the
campaign. These were the people who "made the wheels go round,"
the experienced party workers. For them I did everything I was told
to do _ _ . twice!
Confident and exhausted, we were at last prepared for that
glorious November election day. Off I went, early on election
morning, in my automobile that was decorated from front to back
with streamers and posters. All day I tended to the babies so the
mothers could vote, and I drove the old, the sick, and those with
no transportation to the polls. The beautiful Indian Summer day
made my spirits soar. Everyone was excited. Or was it my excite-
ment that colored the leaves so red and the flags so bright? Perhaps
not one person whom I drove to the voting place was at all enthus-
iastic. I do not know. On that sparkly November 3, 1952, it never
occurred to me that across these great United States there were
probably thousands of citizens who, if they voted at all, did so with-
out any enthusiasm whatsoever. I was at last twenty-one; this was
my country; I was a citizen, and now I could vote for the right.
Nothing was more indicative of a deep-thinking, conscientious voter
than his decision to "scratch." I knew this showed individualism, and,
believe me, I was a l-ight-thinking individual. I "scratched."
As the day passed, it became more apparent that the "right"
party was winning. The block captains were invited to a huge
neighborhood celebration planned for that night. Everyone would be
there. It was rumored that even some of the candidates would make
brief appearances.
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Trying' to hide interior shivers of excitement beneath a re-
strained adult exterior, I joined a party f rorn my street to walk to
the festivities being held on a big- vacant lot several blocks away.
I will never forget how cool the fall night air felt on my hot face,
nor will I ever smell leaves burning without remembering that slow
saunter toward the rally. As we moved along, we were joined by
other groups of party workers, gangs of teen-age boys and girls,
friends and neighbors from all around. Each time we met a new
group everyone stopped to exclaim, slap one another on the back,
congratulate, and laugh.
Impatient! I was wild! There was music corning from the
next street over by now, rhythrn still without tune. The dum-da,
dum-da, of Spanish guitars underlined the keening slide of a
Hawaiian guitar. There it was-naked lights strung back and forth,
a stage, music, people, hundreds of people, balloons, little children,
a knife thrower and his girl, excitement of victory for the "right."
At the very moment we stepped to the edge of the crowd, a motor-
cycle screamed around the corner followed by a gleaming black car.
The noise became deafening, Shrieking women completely engulfed
the men emerging from the car. These were the victorious candidates,
Onto the stage for a few brief words of thanks, clown into the crowd
for congratulations, out to the fringes of darkness to eat thick roast-
beef sandwiches at the plank tables, into the shadows to take long
draughts of whiskey from passed bottles-they never quit laughing '---
or shouting while going back ancl fourth. The victorious candidates
were the core of a quivering mass.
Pushed and shoved directly in front of the little stage, I looked
up at the legs of the country band leader. From his gleaming black
boots to his big white Stetson, he looked expensive, His shirt was
fringed ancl braided, and his stomach was so grotesquely distended
that it held his guitar at arm's length. He screamed into a microphone
so close to his mouth that his sweat dropped onto it. In the din he
seemed to be shouting epithets. The kni Ie-tbrower strapped his girl to
a huge wheel, and started her spinning, spinning. It was as if the noise
of the crowd and the colors of the spiraling wheel rose and fell
together like wave after wave of nausea. The soles of the girl's feet
were filthy; the knife-thrower's white satin shirt was stained and
snagged. Mouths gapecl all around; the singer, the spinning girl, the
painted women, the laughing men, the wailing babies were all one-
one writhing animal covered with wet, moving mouths.
I pushed, I shoved, I made my way back from the platform
out to the edge of the mob, and still farther back toward the tables.
As my eyes became accustomed to the semi-darkness, I could see
the garbage and trash strewn everywhere. Sitting alone, on the
end of a table, was a little baby boy, sucking his thumb and holding
a piece of turkey. He looked solemnly at me, and I looked solemnly
at him. Far back up on the stage were the candidates-kissing my
friends, squeezing my neighbors, waving bottles in great circles
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above their heads.
These were the men I had voted for; some were my "scratches,"
and they had nothing to clo with me, my country, or even "right."
I will cast my vote, but yes, I am willing to leave "right" to the
majority. It seems that in order to do somethinq, I would have to do
everything, and that is too much for a woman.
Social Pressures and Conformity
Linda Dodson
ARE Vv E really free in this country? vVe are guaranteed certainirrevocable rights, but nothing guarantees a free mind. Vvemay speak out against what we do not like, or write against
what we do not like, but social pressures often do not allow us to
decide for ourselves exactly what it is that we dislike. Our mind
governs our actions; social pressures influence our patterns of
thinking. Fettered minds are for weak people. Our minds are in
chains. vVe are hercled into categories, informed of our needs and
beliefs, and goaded concerning matters which should be individual
decisions.
This deplorable situation sinks strong roots into the high-school
youth. High-school students band together naturally; a certain stan-
dard is set up and they adhere to it with amazing loyalty. They seem
a{raid to dress, talk, or act differently from the person sitting in
front of them in class, afraid to break away from "the crowd" and
follow their own preferences. The student learns early and well to
conform to social pressures, to the "accepted thing." How can one
develop individuality in such an atmosphere?
A more dangerous problem of pressure in high-school concerns
the making of important decisions pertaining to objectives and morals
in life. For example, parents, believing they are encouraging their
child to apply himself, are actually brow-beating him so that he will
enter medicine, law or some other field which will bring status to
themselves. Or another instance can be citecl: Students who want
to be "popular" often become superficial, insincere people. Their
objectives are concentrated on impressing those around them; their
values are governed by what people think constitutes being popular.
These people must adhere to the stereotypic patterns set up in their
high-school society.
Although the idea of conformity to social pressures is not as
prevalent, the same trends are definitely extended into the college
level. People have a definite idea of what the college student should
be like and the student follows along; in order to achieve a degree
of popularity, he is pressured to conform to the accepted perspective
on campus. A veneer of sophistication reigns, but an undercurrent
of ineffectiveness is always present.
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There is no escaping this pressure; many students cia not even
realize they are being influenced because they are so accustomed to it.
An even more disturbing fact is that no one seems to want to oppose
the situation. Pressure begets conformity, and with conformity comes
a sense of security which, although false, is reassuring. And so it
remains.
After conforming to group standards and social pressures
throughout youth, the individual is unprepared to live independently.
Suddenly there comes a time in his life when he must depend on
setting his own standards, but he is incapable; he is too accustomed
to having ideas and decisions established for him. Returning to the
group, he patterns himself after business and civic leaders. He is
pressured into associating with the "right" people, joining the "right"
clubs, and working for the "right" causes. He pushes himself forward
to become known to the public. to capitalize on his name by progres-
sive repetition; this is the "right" thing to clo. He may not even
believe in what he is working for or respect the standards established
in his society, but he is pressured socially to con form in order to be
accepted.
vVe conform in high-school; we conform in college; we con-
form in adult life. Social pressures have fettered our minds; they
have determined the degree of individualism which one attains.
American Civilization
The Meridian or the Morning Star?
Cynthia Barron
"CONSISTENCY," according to Ralph 'VValclo Emerson, "is the
hc:bgoblin of little minds." Van vVyck Brooks defin.ed little
minds or lowbrows as those people whose sense of things has
been' formed by the give and take of life. Their ideas stem from
inherited folk wisdom, folk art, or prejudice or from myths conveyed
to them by the mass media, the club, the church or the union. The
lowbrow lacks the ability to see, to utter truth and to create. He is a
"mere thinker" rather than "Man Thinking."
Lately it has come to be believed that science has proved group
thinking superior to Man Thinking. The group is superior to the
individual. Yet, people very rarely think in groups. They talk to-
gether, exchange ideas ancl information, and make compromises.
But they do not think together; they do not create together. No one
was with Newton when the apple fell. Martin Luther's ninety-five
theses may have been influenced by other men, but his ideas did not
come out of a "togetherness" session with other churchmen. One may
point to the fact that the atom bomb was brought into being by the
teamwork of huge corporations of scientists anc! technicians. It is
extremely important, however, to remember what an eccentric olel
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man named Einstein die! in his study some forty years ago. A more
tangible example of Man T~1H1king as opposed to group thinking is
the jet engine. None of the five earliest turbo-jet developments of
Germany, Britain, and the United States was initiated within an
established aircraft firm. As Lancelot Law Whyte points out, "It is
usually the relatively isolated outsider (in this case outside the aircraft
firm) who produces the greatest novelties."
If it is the outsider who creates, what happens to the scientist
in an organization such as the big corporation? Of the four billion
dollars currently being spent on research and development by govern-
ment, industry, and the universities, less than four per cent is used
for creative research. Of the six hundred thousand people engaged
in creative work, only five thousand are free to pick their own
problems. William H. Whyte, Jr., author of The Organization Man,
writes of what happens to scientists in the big corporations. For
example:
1. Scientists are now concentrating on the practical ap-
plication of previously discovered ideas rather than the dis-
covery of new ones.
2. They rarely work by themselves but rather as units
of scientific cells.
3. Organization loyalty, getting along with people, etc.
is considered just as important as thinking.
4. \i\Tell-rounded team players are more valuable than
brilliant men, and a very brilliant man would probably be
disruptive.
The brilliant man who desires to do "free" work is displaying
a symptom of maladjustment that demands a cure. Lowell Steele
makes the point that, "Unless the firm wants to subsidize idle
curiosity on the part of its scientists, it must aid them in becoming
'company-conscious'." Company-consciousness, then, is not only more
important than idle curiosity; it helps prevent idle curiosity. In a
documentary film made for the Monsanto Chemical Company, three
young men in white coats are shown in the laboratory. The sound
track announces, "No geniuses here; just a bunch of average Amer-
icans working together." In a Socony- Vacuum Oil booklet on broad
company policy, a passage reads:
No Room for Virtuosos
Except in certain research assignments, few specialists
in a large company ever work alone. There is little room for
virtuoso performances. Business is so complex, even in its
non-technical aspects, that no one man can master all of it;
to do his job, therefore, he must be able to work with other
people.
The scientist who works with other people in a team combining
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and recombining old discoveries may wonder if there is anything
really left to discover. He may feel that they have reached the point
where they know what there is left to discover. They feel, too, that
there is not much left. (For instance, we do not know what matter is.
Where do cosmic rays come from? What is memory? Is this universe
a chance or a law?) The feeling that all was known in the field of
physics was recalled by Alfred North Whitehead. "At Cambridge,
in the 1880's, there were a few tremors, a slight shiver as of all not
being quite secure, but no one sensed what was coming. By 1900
Newtonian physics was demolished. Done for! Still speaking per-
sonally, it had a profound effect on me: I have been fooled once, and
I'll be damned if I'll be fooled again." No subject can be considered
a closecl subject.
Nevertheless, to know what is unknown presents a wonderful
challenge to Man Thinking and to man in general. Without the quest
for knowledge this world would be a most boring, futile place. What
Emerson wrote more than a century ago still applies to our society
and to Man Thinking. "vVe think our civilization is near its meridian,
but we are yet only at the cockcrowing and the morning star."
Our National Heritage
Shirley Martin
ON A HOT summer day in 1775 in the halls of the ContinentalCongress, .Patrick He:1ry's voice cried out pas~ionately, ". . .give me liberty or gIve me death." Such VIbrant outbursts
as this inflamed the hearts of the colonists and sent forth an untrained
musket brigade of back woodsmen to defeat the mighty British army.
The world watched and marveled as this hastily gathered, ill-clad
army of patriots repelled the "Reel Coats" and gave birth to a new
way of life called the United States of America.
This infant, the United States, stood up on shaky legs, reared
its head, and dared to swell and grow. As the United States grew,
it slipped through the Cumberland Gap into the rich green grasslands
of Kentucky; it stretched with pleasure in the warmth of the sunshine
until one great arm reached across the Ohio and Missouri Rivers
into the desolate plains of the Dakotas. With its other sinewy arm
it crept forward through the white tufted cotton land of Alabama,
across the wide, muddy Mississippi and Arkansas Rivers, and cooled
its slender fingers in the. Rio Grande. Its huge eyes inflamed with
youth and vigor roved over the golden wheat of Kansas, across the
roaring Colorado, above the snow-capped Rockies, and snorted,
"I will have this land until I drink of the Pacific, and make tooth-
picks of the mighty redwood!"
This majestic United States swatted off the French and the
British armies, fed on the red man, and conquered the plague of
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Civil War. It stormed San Juan Hill, the Marne, Berlin, and it
introduced the world to the Atomic Age at Hiroshima.
From its blood and sweat and tears, the United States sprang
up, a mongrel race gathered from the four corners of the earth.
Its spirit was mixed together with common cause, spiced with common
ideals, enriched by mutual understanding, and leavened by the re-
sounding chorus of all those who dared cry out, "Give me liberty, 01-
give me death."
For 186 years, this mongrel race fought and died to keep the
cry for liberty alive, and the torch of freedom burning as an example
for all the world to follow. In the last fifteen years, however, the
United States' cry has not been sufficient to defeat an equally young
and vigorous foe which has spread its shadow across the whole of
Asia and three-fourths of Europe. For fifteen years the shadows
of these two mighty ideas, democracy and Communism, have spread
across the earth in mortal combat, seeking to capture the minds of all
mankind. For the past ten years the tide of battle seems to have
swayed constantly toward the ideas of communism and away horn
those of the United States.
Can it be that the United States has grown weak and senile in
the face of this new adversary? Can it be that the ideals of democracy
and equality have been mocked and scourged so long on the rack of
world opinion that the people of the United States no longer know
what they believe?
I think not. The ideals of democracy are as strong and alive
now as they were in 1776. The time has come, however, to stop and
to look back over 186 years of history. How can the people of the
United States expect the world to follow its example when within
its own shoreline men live in poverty and filth, when men are denied
equal chance because of religious intolerance?
This is the day in its history when the United States must instill
in the hearts of its children a more fervent love of country. Through
the vast media of radio and television (through examples like the
presentation "A Tom of the White House" by Mrs. John Kennedy"),
by newspapers, magazines, and textbooks, by teachers and by parents,
the United States must make its children aware of the great beauty
of the work and talent that have become their national heritage.
Only by knowing what they believe about democracy, and by taking
pride and having faith in their beliefs can future generations of the
United States face the threat of Communism and say, "We will not
accept your reasoning! We will live as free men, or we will die
protecting our freedom !"
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The Spectators
Martha Klein
ONE RAINYday as I was riding the local downtown bus, I con-sciously observed the facial expressions on the passengers.The nervous movements of a young Negro woman caught my
attention first as I glanced to the front of the bus. She seemed very
excited about where she was going, and a warm smile appeared on
her face as she caught my eye. Nearer the bus driver sat an elderly
woman glancing at the floor. Her serene expression seemed to be a
subtle indication of a gentle nature acquired through many hard
but rewarding years, and she looked like someone's benevolent grand-
mother. In the row just behind her a large man was looking all
around the bus. In his confident expression I perceived a note of
conceit as well as one of self-indulgence. The woman across the
aisle was smiling proudly at something she had just said while con-
versing with the woman friend who sat next to her. The latter
seemed eager to converse and, in short, was a picture of congeniality.
As I scanned the whole group, I noticed that each person was
absorbed in his own thoughts and scarcely cared about what the others
were doing.
The congenial woman got up to leave the bus. Her cheerful
good-bye at once brought her to our attention, and we watched her
descend the steps. Then someone in the right aisle burst out, "She
fell!" This was followed by the anxious screams of the woman, who
now lay on the curb. The rainy weather had made the steps slippery,
and she had fallen and broken her leg. For one brief moment all
minds ran in the same channel; we were terrified but thankful that it
had not been one of us.
It is interesting to note how each individual's personality traits
become magnified under tension. The jerky, nervous woman abruptly
got up and left the bus by the back door. The last we saw of her
was seconds later, when her bobbing head vanished around the corner.
Two of the injured woman's acquaintances at once ran out to console
her, and they held an umbrella over her head. The elderly lady calmly
sat in prayerful meditation, and, although she seemed concerned,
she patiently remained in her place. My heart swelled when I looked
across the aisle. The woman whose friend had been hurt now wore
an expression of misery because someone so close to her had been
the victim of the accident. The shock was so much that she covered
her ears and lay down on the seat to avoid all contact with the human
suffering. But there is always one person who has no compassion
in happenings such as this. The man who looked so satisfied had
crossed the aisle to get a better look at the commotion in the street.
As he turned again to strut up and down the aisle, a sadistic smile
appeared on his face. This smirk seemed to say, "Look! Isn't this
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something?" His smile broadened as he saw the crowd outside grow
bigger.
Within fifteen minutes a police car arrived. The injured woman
waited quietly until nearly twenty minutes later when the ambulance
came. All of us breathed a sigh of relief as the bus continued its
journey, and we felt thankful that we had not been the one to live
through such an experience. The majority, however, failed to realize
that they had made the most of the accident. If the tables were turned,
they would have been anger eel to see so many curious onlookers before
them. Instead, most of the people who were present hac! moved where
they could get a better view, and in some cases they barred the way
of those who came to help.
The Game
Jim Waggoner
OUR IL\CE is clean and pu.re and has been since the beainuinsr of. . b btunc, while that of the enemy is the most dise raceful ever
_. imagi.ned. Was it not they who initiated war s'; many ages
ago r My kll1g, the saddest of men, has watched his country slowly
collapse until there are only a few of 11S left. He has witnessed the
black invaders kill and destroy. Even his fair wife, my queen, has
lx.en brutally slain by the lance of the enemy's bravest knight. Was
this not more than enough to warrant their complete extermination?
Now that both sides are close to the final battle, it is very
important that we win. To me, it is obvious that the world will be
better off as a result of this war. Must not God forgive all men who
kill to better the wei fare of mankind? Thinking such as this has
placed each great country where it is. Thinking such as this has
been the cause of rapid development, necessity being- the mother of
invention. To man, not without that fighting spirit in his bones,
victory in a great war is a most satisfying experience. Ah yes,
Milord Bishop White, I know only so well that you disagree, should
you happen to be reading this. You will make the flat declaration
that no good has come from our war, nor will good come from any
war' but what would have become of us had we not fought the blacks?
It is' obvious that you have not considered _ . . c
But wait! vVhat is happening down there at the far end? Our
rook has snared the brutal black king. A voice high above in the
cloudless sky utters dispassionately, "Checkmate." Ah, victory is
sweet. vVas it not all worth the long struggle, the killing, the loss
of life? vVe have won, and all we have fought for has turned to
gold. 'vVe have . . . .
Now the very earth quivers beneath our feet at our long awaited
victory. Quivers, nay! It is sloping, tilting inward from each
horizon. My dear God! Humanity is being swept into a C0111111011
wooden grave. But why? 'vVhy? It is we who have won! It is we!
